On the much Lamdnted Dearh h of 


Mr. Jeremizh \ Iitg, 


The late Fanatick Minſter, who was Chlplain once to that moſt diſcreet, piok 
and ſanctified Uſurper OLIVER/CROMWELL, havmg departed t& t& 
= Lifc on Friday the 14th of this inſtant March, at his Houſe in Jeruſalem-Court 
f St. Fobr's, 1n the 78th Year of his Age. 


HAT MuſeſhallI invoke, to help me ſing fx . 
In mournful Lines of Death's impartia. 
y Or » WBg at this ſame time, ſhall T invite (ſting! RF 


*Tis true, old Fery whilſt alive would form 
8 To fce this wicked Age would not reform 
8 He had the formal, ca ating way to rub 


8 To weep wich me the Loſs of Fery White ? 

E Should I call Bradſhaw,” or another Rogue, 
Wm 1 hat was in curſed Forty Eight in Vogue, 

* V non my Word 'twould be buc all in vain, 
| F" For they from Hell can ne'er return agaih. 

; Vaerefore ye living Hypoctites condole 
z With me the Flight of ancienr Jery s Soul, 
_ me D-----/ B-----s, and D' Foe, 

V4 claim'd by Tyburn 
$. n the lamentable Obſequies 

TF him thar's fell ro Dearth a Gaorifics.. 

5 There's pious William Davis owns this Loſs, 
& Who'll carry any Burthen but the Croſs, 
E And in an Ale-houic ſmartly ralk of Grace, 
o # Alrho' there is no Sign of'r in his Face ; 

= Why ſhould not others then refle:t upon 

R That fatal Errand Fery White is gone | 
7 And is that Rev'rend Paſtor ſciz'd by Death ? 


* 


& He is ; that ghaſtly Thing has ſtop'd his Breath! 


EZ No more. among the Zealots herc he'll preach, 
& But in another World is gone to teach, 
E Where, if there is Preferment (as ſome ſay) 
4 } No doubr but he may be in Cromwe!'s Pay ; 
& Once more a Chaplain be to.0/3ver, 
al That grand Fomenter of a Civil-War ; 
What Prodi y of Sin, who when he fell 
Þ Deſpairing dy <a; and Tempefts did foretcl 
; His Fate, FM Boreas was out of Breath, 
j Lil by his Soul Lode d ar his Death, | 
of 'rhat fame | bluſtring Pimp, he throys 
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g His Hearers in the Pulpit or a Tub ; 

& He'd hem and hawe, demurely cough and ſpid 
E Make ſuch a Face, as if ne'd been ar S-----r, 
2 Would duſt che Cuſhion wirh his henry Th ui 

Z One while would ſmile, rhen ſtrair be in the Dumy 
£ | To ſee whar Wickedneſs is daily Jones. 

& Since rhoſe more impious Times of Forty One, 

8 When Sequeſtracions was the ſolemn Cry 

= Of Rabble thit inſulted Majeſty. 
E But now poor Fery's fngdcl from our ſight 

B In Petter-Lane no more {hall we ſee White ; 

© SO as Ri ing James the Firit ſaid by his Hounds, 

E Peace, Peace, go Wirth him to thoſe unknown Boun 

8 Where People, whether Chriſtians, Fews, or Tur 
® $ Muſt BYe Account of their Terrelirial Works 
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Precious Man, upou my Ward, 
There lies within this Place ; 
| 8 ho powerfully ( when ative ) 
4 Would talk of ſc aving Grace, 
8 Now with his thund' FINS Lefures his 
Poor Lambs will neer be fed ; 
_ But if any {ASKS why þ be lies s bere, 
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